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And he added with the noble simplicity that builds empires:
'It's that stink of caribou about them that I can't go.9
He was silent a moment. 'What puzzles me, though, is their
husbands/ he went on. CI remember—never mind who and
where it was — a chap came by once who had trapped along
the River too long to be bothered by these things, and he
traded one of these women. We had her to breakfast next
morning—'
But I had better tell the story in my own way, since it gave
rise to reflections in my mind with which it became rapidly
entangled.
The woman had been \vaiting in a corner like an animal, her
eyes, as usual, fixed on the floor. The white man beckoned to
her and she arrived at table with that crab-like, pigeon-toed
walk — the most graceless and inhuman gait in the world. Once
in her chair she crouched there, motionless until the white
man encouraged her, urged her to eat and drink. Slowly she
stretched forth a hand, picked up a spoon—and the spoon
fell out of her hand. The white man had to pick it up for
her.
A music-hall ape, one of those simians who unfold their nap-
kin, eat, drink, smoke cigars, is infinitely more adroit than an
Eskimo at a white man's table. Here was a human being that
could not hold a spoon in its hand; therefore it must be that
even to hold a spoon properly wants generations of heredity.
Here was a creature as helpless at table as the white man was
helpless in a blizzard. These hands that were so skilful with the
circular Eskimo knife when a great fish was to be cut up; these
hands that knew almost of themselves how to transform tough
hides into comfortable clothes, that plied the needle with
such swiftness and deftness, could not even butter a slice of
bread.
As they sat at table, the husband came into the outer room,
followed by a friend. The white man glanced at the husband
through the open doorway: not a sign, not a gesture, betrayed
his interest in the situation. The woman herself was unper-
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